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Granet waved his hand towards the house.
"That," he said slowly. "Go away. We are tired
of you. Go and find out everything you want to
know for yourself."
"Well, all I can say/* Johnson remarked in the
nature of a concluding speech, "is that if they make
a success of this bungalow idea it won't be because
of the sociability of the occupants. You get me, Mr.
Granet?"
Complete silence. Granet had drawn his chair a
little back and was once more seated by the girPs
side. They were at that particular moment ab-
sorbed in the contemplation of the fire-flies. . , .
Johnson, on his way to the gate, turned round
once more. He jerked his head towards the Manoir.
"Do you know whose car that is?" he asked,
pointing to a car with exceedingly powerful head-
lights which was standing in the drive.
Granet leaned forward and shook his head.
"Considering I only arrived this evening," he
said, "I am not likely to recognize it- Perhaps it
belongs to the doctor."
"It has nothing to do with the doctor. That is
Spenser's Lancia."
ceSpenser, the house-agent?"
'That's the chap."
Carlotta leaned over and touched Granet's arm,
"The rude man is quite right," she said. "Mr.
Spenser drove my sister down to the opera one night
and I am sure that is his car."
"There ain't no doubt about that," Mr* Johnson
declared. "They have been trying to get hold of him